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As I take a shortcut through 

An abandoned building 

I see the lightning 

Strike in the distance 

As I look through the threshold - 

Where the back door once was . 

The thunder rolls 
Through the atmosphere - 
Which is thick on this 
Twilit eve 

Fingers of electricity 

Crackle their way through the clouds 

Like arrows of angels 

Piercing the heavens - 

And thunder rolling in their wake. 

Ah the contrast - 

Sun setting - 

As the storm 

Rolls by in its place. 

And how small I am - 

When looking at the workings of nature - 
She reveals and heals 
All in good time - 
If we would allow. 

All things have a season 
And a reason. 

The light of the storm 
And of nearby lamps 
Illuminate my mind 
And the old parking lot 
Near where I now sit, 
Sipping coffee - 
Soaking up up the breezy 
Summer air. 
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This old building - 
Its old threshold 
Beholds 

Modern development 
While the old has seen 
Many seasons . 

Nature is reclaiming it 
Back to herself, 

Surrounding this condemned strip 

With a fresh coat of green 

As this little world built by men 

Slowly falls apart, 

Forgotten for the modern... 

But the spirit of nature 
Never forgets . 

I try to read 

Between the lines 

Of the cracks 

In the old bricks - 

Only to learn that the 

Truth can reveal herself in 

What is not said. 

It leaves me to my intuition 

And the fruition 

Of a brand new day - 

But only after the dark storm 

And the calm night 

Pass . . . 



